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The Devil's Disciple 


The warm buzz of the alcohol and the smoky haze of the room made me feel so relaxed. | scanned the bar, 


not looking for anything or anyone in particular. | was here alone, gave me a chance to think or to calm down if 


| had been in a fight. 


And what a fight it had been. David and | had gone at it again, this time over something as stupid as sharing a 
hotel room. | told him that he had to room with me, he refused. He had told me | had no control over him, | 
had told him that | owned his little . Shouting led to fists and | had to escape the fight before | broke David's 
pretty little face. 


It would serve him right, though. 
Rooming with Chris? Fuck that! 


So here | was. in my favorite little bar, drinking my troubles away. Soon I'd be piss drunk, wander back, drag 


David back to my room and show the little brat just who ran things around here. Whiny little bitch 

‘Hello, Dave 

| nearly fell off the barstool in surprise. | turned to see who it was. "Tom Araya?" 

He smiled at me. "The one and only. What are you doing in this miserable shit hole?" 

"Having a few beers and relaxing," | answered as | took another swig from my bottle. "Whats up with you?" 
"Nothing. 

| nodded and we sat in silence for a little while. | really didnt know what to say to Tom. It's not like we knew 
each other a whole lot. Actually, | probably knew King way better then Tom. But it was nice having someone | 


knew sit beside me. 


Tom ordered motioned to the bartender and ordered himself a beer. As he opened it he gave me another 


smile. "Caught one of your shows.” 

"What?" 

| caught one of your shows a couple nights ago," he said again, taking a sip of his drink "Wasn't that bad." 
| shrugged. "Thanks." | then decided to return the compliment. "I liked the gig of yours | saw.’ 

"Liar," he laughed. "You've never been to one of our shows." 


"Well. heard it was good," | muttered. God, the alcohol was turning my brain to sludge. | changed the topic. "So, 


where's Kerry?" 

Tom waved his hand, dismissively. "Home? Out? | don't know." 

| wiped the condensation off my bottle. To tell the fucking truth, | was never all that comfortable around Tom. 
He had these eyes that seemed to bore holes into you, like he could see into your very soul. 


"| really enjoyed that one song," he said. 


| raised an eyebrow. "What song?" 


"The Conjuring, | think it's called." 


"Oh, that one. Yeah, it's not that bad" | was wondering whether to just get up and leave. Tom seemed 
interested in talking, but | really wanted to get back to the hotel so | could find David. 


"And Black Friday? That's another good track" He brushed his fingers through his dark hair. "Do you believe in 
it?" 


"In what?" Damn, the alcohol was making my mind so fucking slow. 
"In the stuff you wrote," He paused to gaze around the room. "In the supernatural?" 


| shrugged. "Honestly, not really. | like writing about it and all, bt | don't like fuckin’ worship the devil. | don't 


believe in ghosts and demons and shit, you know?" 

"No?" 

"No." 

His eyes lingered on me, causing me to shift in my seat. "That's a shame. | believe it's real" 

"Right." What do you say to that? | didn't have a fuckin’ clue. 

Those dark eyes met my own and | had to look away. "I can prove it, too." 

Now | really just wanted to get the fuck out of there. | wasn't scared or anything, just that Tom was making 
me extremely uncomfortable. The way he was looking at me..with a predatory eye..it was unnerving. No one had 
ever looked at me like that. 

"Um..well, Tom, it was nice seeing you..but.uh.! gotta go," | stuttered. 

"So soon?" 

| clutched my bottle. "Yeah, sorry." 

"Come with me, first" 


"Ok: 


It happened so quickly, the words just slipping out of my mouth. One second | was dead set on leaving, the next 
| was gladly ready to go with him. Fucking Strange! 


He got up, throwing some money on the table. He gave me a nod. "Follow me." 


No, | was going to the hotel. No, | wasn't going to go with him. 

But, | followed him. 

Out into the night, into his car. | sat in silence while he drove us to who the hell knows where. My mind was 
still in an alcohol induced stupor, numbing all logical thoughts. 

Stop the car. Get out. Run away. 

"You'll like this place, Dave." 

"Yeah." No, you fucking idiot! What are you doing?! Make him stop the car! 

The night sky seemed so dark, not a single star visible. Ominous, warning me of things to come. 

"We're almost there, Dave." 

"Ok" Someone else seemed to be controlling me. Like a fucking spell or mind control. 


God, | really had too much to drink! 


The car turned on to a little dirt road. Trees seemed to hang over us, their limbs and branches reaching out 


like claws. it was like some surreal horror story. 

Only this was real life! 

The road came to an end and | watched with a sinking sense of dread as we pulled into a tiny church. 
What the Fuck is this?! 

Tom got out of the car and went over to help me out. "See, Dave? I'll make you a believer." 


My brain screamed at me to stop to turn back, but my body was not responding. So | followed Tom into the 


church. 


And it wasn't like any church | had been too. No pews to be seen, just a red carpet. At the back of the church 


was some kind of twisted table, almost an alter. An alter with an upside down cross at the end. 
Oh shit! Tom wasn't kidding! 
| wanted To leave! 


"Dave, tell me, do you like pain? Does it give you pleasure?" Tom's eyes locked with mine, only this time | 


couldn't look away. "Does it feel good?" 
"Yes." 
He nodded. "Do you like inflicting pain on David, perhaps?" 


What the..? How the..? 


He slowly smiled, and | swear the temperature dropped. "You like making David writhe beneath you, hurting him, 
biting him, tasting him. You have to dominate, don't you?" 


Nol "Yes," | answered. 
“That's good." 
Here it comes.. 


"But tonight, | want you." He grabbed my shoulder, roughly. "Only we'll play by my rules." 
| was sickeningly excited by this. "Wonderful," | heard myself say. "Anything goes." 


Tom brought his hand up to my cheek, stroking it gently. "Good" And before | could react leaned in to kiss me. 


It was rough, unyielding. The taste of whiskey and beer hot on both our lips. | opened my mouth, allowing his 
tongue to explore further, my hands found his back, then his hair. 


We broke apart to catch our breath. My cock and suddenly surged to life, and | knew it was not because of 
that fucking spell Tom had me under. | had gotten a taste, now | wanted more. 


"You'll get more, don't worry," he said, licking his lips in satisfaction "But don't look away." 


Our eyes were still locked as we found each other again. Mouths intertwining, bodies colliding. Even through 
clothes the electricity surged. We broke apart again, this time | felt something dripping down my chin. Blood. 


"Dave, clothes, now!" Tom ordered. A voice so melodic, so haunting, willing me to obey. | fumbled with my 


clothes. All of them being discarded in a heap on the dirty floor. 


| stood there completely naked. But, the fear was gone now. | didn't want to leave; all thoughts of Junior had 
disappeared. 


He motioned for me to go over by the alter. | did and he followed. His clothes were soon gone too. Both of us 
waiting, breathlessly. 


| knew what was coming... 


"On the alter." 

| did what | was told. Laying back and spreading my legs. 

He was gonna fuck me. 

And either because | was drunk or under a spell, | really didn't care. 


He stood over me, in between my legs. He reached out his a hand to my chest and in a swift violent movement 


dragged it across, nails digging into my skin. | could feel the blood fill the wound. 
The Pain! Yes, Need more! 


But just as the pain from my chest began to ebb away | felt something different. Something inside me, a 
finger. A wet digit twisted it's way in, making me squirm. Then something else..a mouth. 


Oh my fucking..a finger up my ass and lips on my dick.pure bliss! 

| moaned and Tom looked up, taking his mouth off my cock in the process. 

"No," | gasped. "More, fuck, | need more!" 

A cruel smile appeared on those lips. "Did | say you could speak or make a sound?" 
"No, but- 


"Be silent!" He lowered his head his lips brushing against my swollen head. My breathing came out in a ragged 
burst, | wanted to scream but it died in my throat. 


He had complete control over me. 


His finger pushed deeper, expanding me, exploring me. His mouth bringing me so close to the edge, but | couldn't 


fall over. 
Sexual torture. 


| was squirming, | needed something to hold onto. My hands reached back, finding the upside down cross. | held 
onto that for dear life as my body writhed against the alter. 


"You will not come," he said. His voice seemed to come from everywhere. 


So much pressure! Need release! 


"Ready?" 

| couldn't say anything, | was rendered mute. | just nodded and closed my eyes. 

"No, open them! You must look at me!" 

| did, staring into the piercing black holes, which seemed to swallow me up. Couldn't look away.. 
The | felt him. Felt him penetrate me. My hips bucked, | was white knuckled as | gripped the cross. 
Oh, Fuck! 

He was in me, filling me. My breathing had gone slack. 

Wanted to scream. Wanted to come. Wanted to look away. 

| couldn't. 


With one hand grabbing the end of the table he grabbed my dick with the other. Pumping it furiously with the 
rhythm he had set. 


My legs were spread as wide as the could go, giving him complete control. | held on to the cross as he 


slammed into me. 

So much pain..so much pleasure.. 

"You will not come!" His voice echoed in my head. “Not till | tell you to!" 

| need to! | fucking need to! 

l'm being pounded into oblivion, each thrust heightening the erotic pleasure. 


Can't hold on.. 


| feel him shudder against me, as he comes inside me. The minute he does the spell is broken | scream as my 


body rocks and spasms, my cum spraying everywhere, the orgasm almost blinding me. 


l'm left panting on the alter. Tom pulled himself out of me and walked away. | curled up and closed my eyes. 


My brain is slowly clearing up and l'm left feeling so fucking tired. | want to fall asleep. 


But | have to get up, have to leave. | sit up and realize something, Tom is gone. 


He left me. | quickly jumped off the alter and threw on my clothes. Fuck, he can't leave me here! What am | 
suppose to do? Walk? 


Once | have my clothes on | run towards the door, but someone grabs me. Not Tom. 
‘Kerry?! | exclaimed. "What the fuck?! 

He glared at me. "Stay away from him, Dave!" 

"Huh?" 


He grabbed my shirt and jabbed a finger in my already sore chest. "I know what the fuck you did! He's not 


yours!" 

| nod. | just want to get the fuck out of herel Slayer are all fuckin’ insane! 
"Got if? 

‘Got it," | mumbled and pulled myself free. 

As fast as | could | left that place 

But | knew this wouldn't be the last time 


| was a fucking believer now.. 


